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THE ENDLESS STORY. 



INTRODUCTION. 

I. 

I LATELY read a charming book. 

At first in €^rman penned ; 
You have not met with this story yet,*^ 

^^ The tale without an end.'' 

II. 

could I read it through Ut aU 
The boya and girls I lore [ 

Could they but sec^ it would to mtt 
A double pleasure prove. 

III. 

To view the pictures is a treat 

The absent cannot share ; 
And the yoliime is graced, by exquisite taste, 

With illustrations rare. 

IV. 

The figure of a beauteous boy 
In each engraving shown, 

1 gaze at with feelings I cannot describe, 

As if he were" my own. 

Ad 
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V. 

Unlike the sons of earth appears 
That graceful, nameless Child : 

One would think him &ee from iniquity. 
Holy, and undefiled. 

VI. 

His dwelling was a little hut. 

Quite homely to the view ; 
Yet cheerfiil, I deem, for the sun's first beam 

The casement glided through. 

VII. 
I know not who his parents were. 

Nor is his birth-place known : 
The story records, in simple words. 

The sweet Child lived alone. 

VIII. 

He held communion with the birds, 

With flowers and insects gay ; 
And he took delight in the stars by night. 

And he loved the joyous day. 

IX, 

To him all nature was a book. 
O'er which 't was bliss to bend : 

At his tender age there was rarely a page 
He could not comprehend. 
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X. 

His heart was often full of joy. 

E'en to the very brim. 
When the moon-beaip. pale, bird^ flower, and 
gale. 

And streamlet spake to him. 

XI. 

So much he loved the Lord of all. 

At times to all was given. 
As if with one voice his heart to rejoice. 

And raise his thoughts to heaven. 

XII. 

You ask, " What language have the birds ? 

And how can insects talk ? 
And the flowerets gay, what can they say. 

Each on its slender stalk ? " 

XIII. 
Dear children, all the works of God 

With wisdom are replete : 
Bird, insect, tree, stars, wind, and sea. 

An ENDLESS TALE repeat. 

XIV, 

Some pages in my &vouritebook 

Could not be understood, 
I know, by little girls and boys ; 

So could not do them good» 
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XV. 

I shall not, therefore, tell you all 
That Grerman author said ; 

But will try to say, in a simple way, 
Some other things instead. 



WHAT THE CHILD SAW AND HEARD 

IN ONE DAY. 

I. 

At early mom the Child went forth. 

While yet the sparkling dew, 
Refreshing the face of the grateful earth. 

Made all things bright and new. 

II. 

The little hut in which he lived 

Was in a garden placed : 
How sweet the perfamot and wbftk lovely 
bloom. 

That small endosuie graced I 

III. 

The beautifiil, the fragrant, seemM 

To court him every where ; 
But hb favourite flower, at that early hour, 

Was a fine Qum Cistus there. 
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IV. 

In language that the Child knew well^ 

(He heard it in his hearty) 
The Gum Cistus began, as on other days. 

Instruction to impart* 

V. 

And then the Rose and Lily spoke. 
With heavenly wisdom fraught : 

Of the flowers that grew^ there were none h« 
knew 
But some good lesson taught. 

VI. 

** I will not tarry now," he said, 
** Though I love your every word ; 

I would visit the shore where the billows roar. 
And the cave where the wind is heard. 

VII. 
** But soon I '11 spend a day with you. 

Nor once from the garden rove ;" 
And he lingered a moment to look at them. 

As we look at the face we love, 

VIII. 
The happy birds most blithely sang, 

The insects humm'd their joy. 
While dancing about in the sunny beams ; 

So it seem'd to that sweet boy. 
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IX. 

The com— the rich and golden coni^ 

Was waving in the bi«eze ; 
And a mtmnnring sound was heard aronnd. 

In many lofty trees. 

X. 

The meadows uid the woods, he thotight, 

The cattle as they grazed^ 
And even the feeble and creeping things 

Their mighty Maker praised. 

XI. 

While calmly passing on his way. 

He heard water gurgling nigh ; 
And he stay'd to look where the noisy brook 

So mCTrily hnnied by. 

XII. 

He mark'd, with wonder and delight, 

The swiftness and the glee ; 
And he spake, it seems^ to those mountain 
streams, 

Inqniringj " Whence are ye 1" 

XIII. 

No word they said, but danced along^ 

In merry mood and wild. 
Till one bright Drop declared sheM stop, 

And answer that sweet Child. 
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THE HISTORY Op.A DROP OF WATER. 

L 

" JjOVGy long agQ," the Drop began, 

' " Down in the deep, wide sen, 
I lived with my countless sisters bright, 
In peace and unity. ^ 

II. 

^ All kinds of pastime there we had. 

More fiport than I ean show ; 
We mounted wp high, to look at the sky. 

Then down we sank below. 

III. 
" We watch'd the coral-builders' work ;— 

They labour very feist ; — 
And well they may ; for the light of day 

They hope to reach at last. 

IV. 

" And so awhile our games we play'd. 

Till vain and proud I grew ; 
I view'd with scorn where I was bom, 

And despised my sisters too. 

Y- 

" And one day when the sun arose 

All glorious from the sea, 
I ascended high, to reach the sky. 

And long'd a star to.be. 
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VI. 

*^ But soon the sun-beam shook me off^ 

Into a dark, dark cloud ; 
And I saw it part with the lightning's dart. 

And heard the thunder loud. 

VII. 

" I thought^ I surely now must die ; 

And dreadful was my fright ; 
All blacken'd o'er, I shone no more^ — 

I had lost my beauty bright. 

VIII. 

^^But softly then the cloud reposed 

Upon a mountain-top ; 
Quite terrified, fast down its side 

I ran, and did not stop. 

IX. 

" I hid me near a secret spring, — 

Grone was ambition then ; 
Pride left behind, I felt resign'd. 

Nor thought to rise again* 

X. 

** How many virtues may be gainM 

In deep advernty ! 
While it sorely tries, it purifies^ 

And gives humility. 
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XI. 

** When willing to remun unknown. 

My penance soon was o'er ; 
From the depth profound, I rose above ground. 

To the cheerful light once more. 

XII. 
** And now I have told you whence I came. 

Sweet little Child, farewell : 
I will hasten away to my sisters gay. 

With them contented dwell." 

XIII. 

The brilliant Drop had scarcely ceased. 

Had not yet sought her kin, 
When the beautifdl flower. Forget-me-not, 

Open'd, and drew her in. 

XIV. 

And now a star of heavenly blue, 

Far from her place of birth. 
She may still be seen on the mossy green. 

The firmament of earth. 

XV. 

The Child still listen'd, though no more 

The liquid sounds were heard ; 
Then he sat awhile, with a placid smile. 

Recalling every word. 
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THE BUTTERFLY'S STORY. 

I. 

At length he saw a Butterfly, 

That fluttei^d here and there : 
" I wish," said he, " you'd come to me, 

And tell me who you are." 

II. 
" I was not once what I taa. now, 

An airy, heauteous form ; 
But of sordid race, quite greedy and htae, 

An ugly little worm. 

III. 

** I crawPd about the dirty earth. 

And ate from mom till eve. 
Never raising an eye to the clear blue sky : 

My tale you scarce believe." 

IV. 

That Butterfly was beautiful, 

All goigeous to behold ; 
So bright his hue ;— was it really true, 

The story that he told ? 

y. 

He paused and flutteir'd for a while ; 

Then flew, a welcome guest. 
To a neighbouring bower, where many a flower 

He lovingly caress'd. 
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VI. 

Again, his joyful wanderings o*er, 

The Butterfly drew near ; 
And continued his speech, in order to teach 

What the Child was pleased to hear. 

VII. 

^ An idle glutton I remain'd. 

Much like a living clod ; 
When a chajQge was wrought, beyond all 
thought, — 

It was the work of God. 

vni. 

*^ But how perfonn'dy I qaniiDi t«U ; 

I only know 't is true ; 
And all who perceive the change, may believe 

That God can all things do. 

IX. 

*^ I ceased to love low, earthly things ; 

I cast aside the yoke 
Which made me creep | and, as from sleep, 

I suddenly awoke. 

X. 

^^ I felt there was a wondroni oihaiige^ 

New faculties I found,<-*- 
Spread out each wing, and with a spring 

I soon forsook the ground. 

B 2 
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XI. 

** And now I sport in sunny beams. 

From flower to flower I rove ; 
To reflect the skies in my wings' bright eyeef^ 

Is what I chiefly love. 

XII. 
** And happy, happy all the day, 

A blissfid state is mine ; 
My brilliant array to the world I display. 

But for God alone I shine.'' 

XIII. 

This suited well the holy Child, 

And gladness fill'd his heart ; 
And he wishM to raise a song of pndse. 

That gladness to impart. 

XIV. 
** Sweet Child, attend, — ^yet still attend," 

The Butterfly went on ; 
** For while I live I would lessons give. 

And soon I must be gone. 

XV. 

^' The resurrection from the dead. 

To all I plainly show ; * 
Even the simplest mind, that is well inclined. 

The wondrous truth may know ; 

* << The insect transformation is so analogous to that 
which the human spirit is appointed to undergo, that the 
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XVI. 

** Who saw tne at a greedy wonD, 

Unsightly^ mean, and base ; 
Eating all day loBg^ slowly creeping along. 

Among an abject race ; 

XVII. 

" And mark my present glorious state,*^ 

O this must say to men. 
They maj sorely trust that their lifeless dust 

Shall rise and live Again.' 



» 



intellect cannot well avoid yie^rfng it as the emblem, the 
token, the nataral herald, and promise of our own* The 
ancients, without onr Christian revelation, thought so ; 
for one of their most pleasing imaginations, yet visible on 
some of their grave-sttmes which we dig up, is, that of a 
butterfly over the name or the inscription whieh thiey 
record. They place the insect there, as the representa- 
tion of their Psyche, — of the animating and surviving 
soul, — as the intimation, that it wiU re-appeaqr in a aew 
form and region of being. It is thus analogous to the 
word resurffom (' I shaU rise again ') on our hatchments. 
It beautifully and picturesquely declares, * I shall not 
wholly die, but hope-yet to rise again.' The aSosion and 
the applicability are so striking, that I cannot but believe 
that one of the great purposes of the Deity, in creating 
his insect kingdom, waa, to exdte ftls seatiaieiit in the 
human heart ; and to raise by it the oontemplativ? mind 
to look forward to a possible revival from the tomb, as the 
butterfly from its sepulchral chrysalis." — Sharon 
TtfBNER's "Sacred HistcMry.'* 

B 3 
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xvin. 

Then spread that happy Butterfly 
His splendid wings once more : 

In beauty array'd, he his charms display'd^ 
His Maker to adore. 

XIX. 

Alighting on a modest rose, 

Which blushingly grew near. 
He again was heard to take the word. 

And the Child was glad to hear. 

XX. 

** Lives there a man of grovelling mind. 

This earth his one desire ? 
Who, next to himself loves his sordid pelf. 

And thinks of nothing higher ? 

XXI. 

** Repeat to him my history, 

O lead his heart to prayer ! 
If from sin he awake, and his habits forsake. 

The worst need not despair. 

XXII. 
*' The power that changed a creeping thing 

Into a splendid fly, 
Can transform the whole of the human soul| 

And thorouglily purify." 
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XXIII. 

The Butterfly here ceased to speak. 

He sipp'd the morning dew ; 
And he lightly piess'd the rose's hreast. 

Then far away he flew. 

XXIV. 

This story — wonderful, yet true — 

So charm'd the happy boy. 
That oft that day, along his way. 

He sang sweet hymns of joy. 



THE CHILD IN THE OCEAN CAVE. 

I. 

At length he reach'd a well-known cave. 

Where long he gladly stayM ; 
For the sun was high in a cloudless sky. 

And welcome was the shade. 

II. 

With a thankful heart he ate the fruit 

Brought from his frugal store ; 
Clear water he took from a neighbouring brook, 

And nothing he wanted more. 
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III. 

Then, unobserved by human eye. 

He gazed upon the ocean^ 
Till his spirit was fiU'd by its majesty^ 

With undefined emotiiMa* 

IV. 
The tide was rushing on the rocks ; 

And he thought each nughty wave, 
In rolling along, j(Hn'd creation's song> 

And to God the |;lory ^ave. 

V. 

never did an earthly choir 

His soul to rapture raise. 
Like the sound of the billows and stormy wind. 

When they shouted their Maker's praise. 

VI. 

The tide had ebVd, the wind was g;one, 

But the cave with music rang ; 
One could not desire a harp or lyre. 

When thus the sweet Child sang—- 
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WHAT THE CHILD SANG IN THE 
OCEAN CAVE. 

Let the sea roar : let the floods clap fheir hands : let the 
hills be joyful together before the Lord. — Psalm 
xcviii. 

Praise the Lord.... all deeps,.. ..and stormy wind. — 
Psalm cxlviii. 

I. 
Let the sea roar, and swell His praise ; 

Yea^ let the floods adore Him : 
Let every lofty mountain raise 

The song of joy before Him. 

II. 

Ye zephyrs, let the heavenly lay, 

Borne on your gentle pinions, 
The great Creator's fame convey 

Throughout his vast dominions. 

HI. 

Let the wild winds, with loud uproar^ 

The mighty chorus swelling. 
Fly far abroad, from shore to shore, 

Jehovah's glory telling. 

IV. 

Ye caverns dread, beneath the deep^ 

Send back the joyful story ; 
Nor longer let your echoes sleep. 

Unmindful of his glory. 
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THE CHILD RETURNING HOME. 

1. 

At length he said^ " The sun will leave 

The earth in a little time ; 
It is late to roam, — I will seek my home. 

And rest till morning prime.' 
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He slowly watch'd the sun depairt ; 

Then felt the charm of night. 
As he thought each star, that shone afiu", 

Look'd on him with delight. 

in. 

Those stars, — ^they seem'd to speak to him 

In many a glorious word ; 
Perhaps, some time hence, I may give you the 
sense 

Of what the sweet ChQd heard. 

IV. 

He traversed meadow, hill, and dale. 

Where he had often roved ; 
But near his cot was the favourite spot, 

The valley that he loved. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE LILY * 

I. 

To this valley, illumined by Luna's pale light. 
Whence linnet, lark, lapwing, had flown. 

The Nightingale loving, though late, win^d. 
his flight, 
To a Lily but newly-blown. 

He lingei^d awhile near that loveliest flower, 

In the silvery, brilliant ray, 
Alive to the bliss of a silent, lone hour. 

Ere hQ warbled love's thrilling lay. 

IIL 

" Lily beloved ! will you still sweetly bloom 

For me in this lonely dale 1" 
Her eloquent, only reply was perfume. 

Which gladden'd the moonlight vale. 

IV. 

"0 Lily, loved Lily, your fragrance shall blend 
With my plaintively melting lays ! 

To the glory of God let them mingled ascend, 
Who will smile on our lowly praise.' 



»9 



** Tf ritten as an exerciee on tbe letter L. See ** Alpha* 
betical Amnsements." 
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V. 

The Lily's leaves lovingly yielded their scent 
To the melody swelling higher ; 

And gladly a gale his loud minstrelsy lent^ 
Like the sound of a heavenly lyre. 

VL 

In the valley a rivulet flowing along 
Told the gale that was sailing by. 

She would willingly join the mellifluous song. 
Their Maker to glorify. 

VII. 

So the warbler, the lily, the musical blast, 
And the streamlet, all joinM as one soul : 

To the Lord shall all living give glory at last^ 
Hallelujah from pole unto pole. 



THE CHILD IN THE VALLEY. 

I. 

The Child felt exquisite delight, 

Beyond my power to tell ; 
No sounds we employ can describe his joy,- 

It was inexpressible. 
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II. 

When the bashful Lily howM her head, 

Scenting the habny air ; 
And each silveiy note was happy to float 

In the moonlight cahn and fair. 

III. 

And he said, ^' O could I always dwell 

Where all things seem so glad ! 
'T is a lovely spot, — 1 '11 forsake it not. 

And I shall ne'er he sad." 

IV. 

At length the warbler's song had ceased. 

The breeze had died away. 
And the sweet Child thought, that to go he 
ought, — 

And yet he loved to stay : 

V. 

For the moon was shining veiy bright. 

The lily's breath was sweet ; 
And the soothing tone of the river lone 

Seem'd his gentle mind to greet. 

VI. 

Now, so far every tale had been 

Most pleasant to the boy, 
And led him to raise, in his Maker's praise, 

A song of holy joy. 

c 
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VII. 

But some discourse he heard that nighty 

You'll think^ as I proceed. 
Was of such a kind, as to make his mind 

Sad, very sad indeed. 



ENVY, SELFISHNESS, AND EVIL-SPEAK- 
ING ; OR, WHAT THE LIZARD AND 
THE MOUSE SAID. 

I. 

As silently the Child sat here^ 

He heard a rustling sound 
Among the leaves all withered, sere, 
The remnants of the former year. 

When autumn strew'd the ground. 

II. 

He saw a little Mouse creep oat. 

And hurry to and fro ; 
And cast his bright eyes all about, 
Then fix them on the Child in doubt 

If he were friend or foe. 

III. 
A Lizard, too, was seen to glide, 
With much timidity^ 
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From crevice where he loved to hide ; 
At first he look'd quite terrified^ 
That stranger Child to see. 

IV. 

But when they view*d his heavenly face, 

Benevolent and mild. 
The Lizard and the Mouse could trace 
Enough all terror to efface 

Of that sweet, holy Child. 

V. 

In gentle accents then he spake,— 

His words were soft and few, — 
*' I would of you companions make. 
And, if I do not much mistake. 

Should like to live with you." 

VI. 

Of late so pure had heen his mind. 
That flower, stream, breeze, and bird. 

His thoughts to God and heaven inclined ; 

And cause for joy he hoped to find 
In all he saw or heard. 

VII. 

He smiled to see the Lizard stay. 

The Mouse lose all her dread : 
" I beg you will not run away. 
But let me know what you can say," 

He very softly said. 

c 2 
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VIII. 

*' Your chambers seem both snug and warm. 

Though hidden in the shade ; 
I think yon must be safe from harm ; 
Not having reason for alarm, 

Tou need not be afraid. 

IX. 

" Then round your little windows grow 

The fragrant^ pretty flowers ; 
And though your house is very low. 
The song of early birds, I know. 

Must cheer your morning hours.' 

X. 

" Why, as for that, it would be well,' 

Replied the naughty Mouse, 
^^ If all the plants one could compel 
To bear some food to eat, or sell, 

To benefit my house. 

XI. 
^' And as to flowers, I hate their pride,, 

And all their gaudy dress ; 
Without reward, they scatter wide 
Their sweet perfume on every side ; 

I scorn such foolishness. 

XII. 
^' Although I 'm quite as high of birth. 
As any of their race. 



» 
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I 'm forced to grub beneath the earih ; 
And no one seems to know my worth 
In this poor, wretched place." 

XIII. 
** 1 wish you'd hold yenr slandering timgne/' 

The Lizard pertly said i 
*^ Must handsome clothes away be flung, 
Because a Mouse in gi^y is hung» 

Instead of blue and red ? 

XIV. 
** Now, envy is not my disease,^ 

I have a better heart ; 
Besides, the flowers, Qne plainly sees, 
Nourish the beetles and the bee% 

Of which I get a part* 

XV. 

^ But Where's the use, I want to know, 

Of birds, in this nice world? 
It is not in my power to throw ; 
But into some dread deep bebw 

I wish they all were hiul'd* 

XVI. 
^ I cannot think what good they do ; 

They only sing and fly : 
One &culty they have, 'tis true,— 
They eat good &od, (a greedy crdw,) 
From people such as I. 

c 3 
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XVII. 

** And what a chattering noise they keep. 
When light announces day I 

'T is all in vain to try to sleep ; 

I wish them gathered in a heap. 
And kill'd and thiown away." 

XVIII. 

This talky it well may be believedy 

Distnrb'd the simple boy : 
Indeed^ his mind was sadly giieved ; 
And while they spoke, a sigh he heaved^. 

That banish'd all his joy. 

XIX. 

Such envy and such selfishness, 

The Child before this time 
Had never heard ; and his distress 
I cannot properly express 

In prose, blank verse, or rhyme. 

XX. 

He wonder'd much how any one 

Could so ill-*natured be : 
Before the Mouse her speech had done. 
He thought, ^^ Henceforward I wiU shun 

With care your company." 

XXI. 

The Lizard he considered worse, 
To say those wicked words, 
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Which he was fearful to rehearse ; 
They sounded almost like a curso* 
Against his favourite hirds. 

XXII. 

He started up, — ^he felt disg;raced 

One moment to remain : 
Yet this reflection check'd his haste, — 
** By evil-speaking they 're dehased. 

And envy is their bane. 

XXIII. 

** And, then, how selfish! Ere I leave, 

I must point out their sin : 
They know it not, I do believe ; 
So, perhaps, I ought to undeceive ; 

But how shall I begin ?" 

XXIV. 

Before he could his words arrange, 

They mark'd a shade of care 
On his sweet &ce ; and deem'd it strange, 
How suddenly a smile could change 

To righteous anger there. 

XXV. 

His eyes seem'd their discourse to blame. 

And now the Child they fear'd ; 
And, overwhelm'd by guilty shame. 
They both (much faster than they came) 

That instant disappear'd. 
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XXVI. 

The Child was fill'd with deep regret 

At having steay'd so long ; 
And wish'd that he had never met 
With them, unless he could forget 
All they had uttered wroqg. 



THE CHILD IN THE NIGHT. 

I. 

But SQpn unpleasant thoughts were fled. 

When he the hut could see : 
He calmly rested on his hed. 
And what the crystal Drop had said 
He ponder'd carefully ; 

II. 

RiK^ird with pleasure that strange tale 

Told by the Butterfly ; 
In fancy wander'd through the vale. 
And listen'd to the Nightingale^ 

And vieVd the starry sky. 

III. 
The dews of sleep were falling jfost ; 

Yety ere the sweet Child slept^ 
The mighty winds, with glorious sound, 
On some mysterious errand bound. 

Their noisy >dgils kept. 
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THE WINDS. 

Ufait des vents set mestagers. — Ptomme civ. 4. 
Praise the Lord, wind and storm, fulfilling his Tvord. — 
Psalm cxlviii. 

I. 

God hacl summQii'd the winds from their place 

of repose ; 
The obedient servants that moment ah)sey 
And swift, inconceivably swift, to' obey 
Their Maker^s behest, how they hurried away ! 

II. 

As in dutiful haste they were rushing abroad, 
To the mortal who knows not the language of 

God 
They seem'd to be threatening, and madden*d 

with rage. 
Like armies of demons about to engage. 

III. 

The Child understood them, and knew, as they 

pass'd, 
Jehovah was praised by every blast ; 
And he fervently long'd their companion 

to be. 
And away, and away, from the earth to flee. 
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They are gone &r beyond the earth's uttermost 

shore. 
And in paesing delivered the message they bore ; 
And the voice of the waters ascended on high. 
And ** Pndse ye the Lord ! " was their only 

reply. 

V. 
But, hark ! they return ; in the joy of their 

zeal. 

They roar to His glory in many a peal ; 

Proclaiming aloud, that the wind and the storm 

The will of Jehovah delight to perform. 
* « w * * 

VI. 

The winds had departed, the storm pass'd away. 
The Child calmly slept till the dawn of the day ; 
But his spirit reposed not,-«-still active, I deem, 
Engaged in the following wonderful dream. 

THE CHILD'S DREAM OF THE WAVES. 

The waters stood above the xnonntaiiui : at tby lebuke 

they fled. — Psahn civ. 

L 

Ths BiUowB, i|[iflated with pride and disdain. 
Contemptuously view'd their abode in the 
main; 
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Their bounds were despised, though assignM 

by the Hand 
That wisely divided the sea from the land. 

II. 

And they dared to arise from the place of their 

birth^ 
To conquer, and dwell in the regions of earth ; 
And, rushing and roaring tumultuously, force 
The rocks that would fain have impeded their 

course. 

III. 
O the horrible sight ! How terrific the sound. 
When the waves, in rebellion, their liberty 

found I 
The valleys they swept irresistibly o'er, 
And forests, and cities, ftnd men were no more. 

IV. 

Then, shouting their victoiy, onward they 

press'd. 
And the trembling hills soon their power con- 

fess'd ; 
And Nature, confounded, beheld how they 

storm'd 
The loftiest mountains Jehovah had form'd. 

V. 

how they exulted ! and thought to arise. 
And quench every meteor that flames in the 
skies ; 
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And higher to soar in their dreadful array. 
And cany the Land of the Blessed away. 

VI, 

Jehovah then spake, — and the terrified waves 
Departed in haste to their far-distant graves : 
They fled, with the silence and swiftness of 

light, 

To the ocean depth, from the mountain height. 

VII. 

One moment had look'd on the turbulent 

scene, — 
Another pass'd o'er, all was calm and serene ; 
The billows were hid in the caves of despair, — 
The terror of God had imprison'd them there. 



JLa Haidey Jersey^ 1841. 



THE END. 
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